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Adorned Its face ;  no eye had yet beheld
Its. image.    To Itself it sang of Love
In wordless measures.    By Itself it cast
The die of Love,    But Beauty cannot brook
Concealment and the veil, nor patient rest
Unseen and unadmired ; 'twill burst all bonds,
And from Its prison-casement to the world
Reveal Itself.    See where the tulip grows
In upland meadows, how in balmy spring
It decks itself ;  and how amidst its thorns
The wild rose rends its garment, and reveals
Its    loveliness.     Thou   too,    when   some   rare

thought;

Or beauteous image, or deep mystery
Flashes across thy soul, canst not endure
To let it pass, but holdst it, that perchance
In speech or writing thou mayst send it forth
To charm the world.    Whatever beauty dwells.
Such is its nature, and its heritage
From Everlasting Beauty, which emerged
From realms of purity to shine upon
The worlds, and all the souls which dwell therein.
One gleam fell from It on the universe
And on the angels, and this single ray
Dazzled the angels, till their senses whirled
Like the revolving sky.    In diverse forms
Each mirror showed it forth, and everywhere
Its praise was chanted in new harmonies.
The cherubim, enraptured, sought for songs
Of praise.   The spirits who explore the depths